Almost about the whole world, hast thou seen,

O Sun! in all thy journey vanity

Such as swells the bladder of our court ?   I

Think he which made your waxen garden, and

Transported it from Italy, to stand

With us at London, flouts our courtiers; for

Just such gay painted things, which no sap nor

Taste have in them, our's are; and natural

Some of the stocks are, their fruits bastard all.

5Tis ten o'clock, and past; all whom the Meuse,

Baloun, tennis, diet, or the stews

Had all the morning held, now the second

Time made ready, that day in flocks are found

In the presence, and I, (God pardon me!)

As fresh and sweet their apparels be, as be

The fields they sold to buy them. For a king

Those hose are, cries the flatterer; and bring

Them next week to the theatre to sell.

Wants reach all states. Me seems they do as well

At stage as court. All are players; whoe'er looks

(For themselves dare not go) o*er Cheapside books,

Shall find their wardrobe's inventory. Now

The lady*s come* As pirates, which do know

That there came weak ships fraught with oochencal,
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